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STRIPLING'S LUCK 

By Richard Kraus 



IT WAS late on s fall evening when young 
Jim Partlow returned to Boulder Springs. 
He was seen searching through the saloons 
and stores of the Colorado mining town, look* 
ing for all the world like hie brother Jed- 
tall, lean, with heavy eyebrows, and a curious, 
swinging walk, As he went, he asked the same 
question everywhere, "Have you seen Clegg 
Baker?" 

Always the answer was the same, Bartend- 
ers and store clerks looked the boy up and 
down, leaned forward and said softly, "For- 
get it, Jim. Stay out of Boulder Springs. You 
won't get anywhere." 

But each time Jim Partlow hitched up the 
Colt that sagged from his waist in a worn 
holster, and walked away with a swinging 
gait. "Have you seen C le gg Baker? I'm aim- 
ing to talk to him , . ," 

Finally he found Clegg Baker. The paunchy 
mine owner was corning out of a saloon on 
the main street, followed by his tight-lipped 
gunsel, Catamount Paley. When he saw Jim 
Partlow, Baker stopped short. Then, walking 
carefully, he went up to the stripling, his 
face expressionless. 

"I see you came back to town," he said, "I 
told you there wasn't any point to it, Partlow," , 
You haven't got any call to keep bothering 

me." 

Jim Partlow's heavy brows drew down, and 
his slender body seemed to curve forward. 
He had ridden a long way since he had gotten 
that letter three weeks before — and he had 
been tired. But he was not tired any more. 

"I don't aim to bother you, Baker," he said. 
"I just want the truth. I want to know how 
my brother was killed!" 

"All right)" Clegg Baker cut the air with a 
savage swipe of his stubby right hand. "I'll 
■tell you again — for the last time! He gambled 
away all his holdings, in the mine— lost it all. 
Then, late one night, he sneaked down the 
Shaft. It was dark, and he stumbled into Dead- 
fall Shaft! There was a cave-in and he was 
Skilled i We found his body the next day! 
That's all." 




Jim Partlow hunched his shoulders. 

"I don't believe it/' he whispered. "Jed 
was too smart and too careful! You're lying, 
Baker!" 

Before he could go on, Clegg Baker grunt- 
ed angrily, "That's enough! Hit him, Cata- 
mount! Hit him hard!" 

As a cluster of men outside the saloon 
watched, the broad-shouldered, tight-lipped 
Catamount Paley lunged forward. Shifting de- 
ceptively, he slammed a hard right hook 
against Jim Partlow's jaw. The boy sank to 
the rutted street. Dizzily he tried to rise, and 
Paley hit him again, flush on the mouth. The 
mine owner and his bodyguard turned and 
walked away. As they went, young Partlow 
watched them from where he lay sprawled. 
His hand was across his blood-smeared mouth, 
and beneath his fingers, his lips moved in a 
silent vow , . . 

That night Jim Partlow went down in the 
mine that his brother had owned jointly with 
Clegg Baker — and that now, since his brother's 
death, belonged solely to Baker. He went down 
secretly and quietly, holding a kerosene lan- 
tern that was shaded by his levi jacket. 

When he got down on the first level of the 
silver mine, he took out the lantern and, hold- 
ing it high, began to move toward the Dead- 
fall Shaft ... 

The next morning he came back to town. 

He spoke for a short while to Sheriff Den- 
ver Bailey, in the old lawman's office. Then, 
coming across the board sidewalk on his long 
legs, he straddled his paint horse and rode 
away^ As he rode, he lifted his worn Stetson, 
and waved back at the watching sheriff. "So 
long, Denver," he said. "Be seeing ycuf* 

He cut over the mountain and back down 
to Baker's silver mine. Going directly to the 
mine office, he rapped sharply on the door. 

Clegg Baker himself opened the 'door. When 
he saw the boy, his heavy face twisted angrily, 
"You again!" "he grunted, "I thought you 
learned your . lesson yesterday from Cata- 
mount! Get out!" 

"No I" Jim Partlow thrust his way past the 
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older man, past Catamount Paley, and into the 
mine office. There he turned to face them. 

"Listen!" he said. "When I came to town, I 
just had a vague suspicion that there was 
something wrong with the way my brother 
died. I thought there was something phony 
about his having lost his share in the mine 
by gambling — just before his death — so the 
whole thing belonged to you. I was just a 
little suspicious, and when you put this human 
coyote," his thumb indicated Catamount Paley, 
"to work on me, I got more suspicious." 

The boy leaned forward a little. His jaw 
was blue-black with the bruises of the day 
before. 

"I figured I had to find out something," he 
went on. "So I went down in the mine shaft 
last night. I went info the Deadfall Shaft, 
where you say Jed was killed by a cave-in! 
There I found a message, written real rough, 
on the shaft wall — cut in with art old shovel 
handle! It was a message that Jed wrote . . . 
and T~remember the way he formed his letters. 
He wrote, 'Baker and Paley slugged me . . . 
left me here . . . tied-up. Rigged cave-in . . ."' 

Clegg Baker and Catamount Paley stood 
next to each other, their faces intent and 
white. 

"Go on, Partlow," the mine owner hissed. 

"Then I figured out what really happened," 
Jim Partlow said. "You wanted to get Jed out 
of the way, so you'd have the whole mine for 
yourself. So you and Paley slugged him one 
night when you were in the mine. You left 
him there — with a rigged cave-in that would 
fall in a few minutes, as soon as you got out. 
But Jed must have come to! He was too weak 
to crawl out, but not too weak to write this 
message on the mine wall — before the rocks 
fell . . ." 

Jim Partlow stopped for a moment. 

"Too bad you never took a good look at the 
shaft wall," he said. "Too bad you never saw 
Jed's last message." 

"Yeh!" Clegg Baker agreed. "Too bad!" He 
nodded his head in sharp, quick jerks. "Too 
bad you didn't get to tell anyone else about 
it before you came here. Go get him, Cata- 
mount! I see we got to take care of him — 



just like we did his brother!" 

Catamount Paley was a killer and he was a 
good one. With knife or rope, or with his 
six-gun, he did an efficient job! But he under- 
estimated young Jim Partlow. The stripling 
had been expecting trouble all along, and when 
he heard Baker's words ... he did two things! 
He flung himself sideways, and he went for 
his Colt! 

Paley was faster on the draw, and he shot 
first! 

But his streaking bullets missed the diving 
youth! And, in the next moment, Jim Part- 
low's Colt roared. The lead pounded into 
Paley's shoulder. Clutching a desk with 
palsied hands, the gunman slumped to the 
floor ! , 

Through the eddying smoke, Jim Partlow 
Could see Clegg Baker lunging for the door. 
He flicked his revolver toward him, covered 
his broad back with the gunsight. 

"Don't do it," he said coldly. 

The mine owner stopped and his hands went 
up. 

"All right," said the youth. "Come on in, 
Sheriff. I reckon you heard enough!" 

SHERIFF DENVER BAILEY stepped in 
the doorway, shaking his head when he 
saw Catamount lying on the floor. "Still 
breathing, I see! I reckon I'll have to hang 
them both! You sure got the evidence on them, 
boy! When you told them how you saw that 
message on the wall, Baker knew it was no 
use! I'll testify to his admitting the crime, 
when it comes to a jury trial!" 

"Good!" said Jim Partlow, thrusting his 
Colt back in its holster. "Because there never 
was any message on the mine wall!" 
. "No message?." The sheriff's eyes bugged 
out. "You mean it was just a bluff — a scheme 
to get Baker to confess?" 

"That's right," said the youth. "My brother 
never even learned to write. He couldn't have 
written the message. If Clegg Baker wasn't so 
scared and panicky, he'd have remembered 
that! But I took a chance . . . and I reckon 
luck was with me!" 

THE END 



BILL BOYD WESTERN 



f^yi SANWHIt£,AT THE HOT- TOO DISTANT 
i * u RESERVATION CP THE 



: CROWFEET TRIBE- 



1 



/ THANKS FOR INVITING } IT WAS A PLEASURE 
ME TO EAT WITH VOUl I ^BREAKING BREAD 
ENJOYED MY STAy IMMENSELY, (WITH GREAT FRIEND.' 



-V ON MY WAY our here, r FASSEC? / 

g£j Several wagon trains anp yet, 
w i haven't noticed one coming 
mr through in the many pays i've % 
■ - ' Spent in the woods! anp i 
won't feel easy until 
i find out why/ 




BILL BOYD WESTERN 




BILL BOYD WESTERN 




BILL BOYD WESTERN 




